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PEAKS   AND   LAMAS

them for looks, except the Khambas of Eastern Tibet.

One of them picked up the load of .one of our porters on two
fingers exclaiming scornfully, "That's not a man's load, any-
way! " We met men and even children carrying enormous logs
on their backs, yet the people seemed to preserve their physique
to an advanced age, which struck us as remarkable after
associating with the short-lived Indians of Garhwal. The men
had long flowing locks and short beards trimmed like those
of ancient Persian kings; their dress was a grey homespun
tunic girded with a violet sash. The women were like Greek
goddesses ,* even quite elderly women had an unwrinkled com-
plexion and a full contralto timbre of voice that would have
been the envy of their timid and overworked-looking sisters
of the Ganges side of the range. The young girls, merry and
rosy-cheeked, invited us to fall head over heels in love at first
sight. By their dress they recalled Tanagra statuettes, with a
flat round cap and a shawl fastened with a brass pin, its design
also reminiscent of ancient Hellas. The children were little
angels of beauty, but they had impish smiles; their bearing
had the dignity found everywhere among those accustomed to
spend much of their time away in the wilderness. No artifice
of the schoolmaster can provide a substitute for that sort of
independence. It was a great disappointment that the photo-
graphs we took here were failures.

I remember particularly two people whom we met at Chitkul.
The first was a young man who would surely have put Adonis
out of countenance. He knew it too; but this cannot be called
conceit, for who could be the possessor of such supreme comeli-
ness and pretend not to know it ? In his dress, there could
be detected an extra care in the choice of material (white wool
instead of the usual grey) and a distinctive jauntiness in the
way he wore it. On his finger we noticed a ring of unusually
fine craftsmanship. It was the work, so he told us, of the best
smith in all Khunu, whose fame had spread throughout the
province. He dwelt at Sugnam beyond the Satlej, more than
a hundred milep away and his products were everywhere in
demand. Later, we met the artist himself.

The other person who lives in my memor-y was a woman, wife
of one of the elders. She was middle-aged, but still possessed
a rare beauty, shadowed by obvious signs of suffering; for she
had a cancer of the breast, not uncommon in that district. It